PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION
THESE GLIMPSES
The 'Quit India5 movement of 1942 sent us all
to jail one after another, in quick succession. The then
Government did not feel safe in keeping us in the
jails of our own provinces. It feared that we might
engineer some mischief even from within the jail walls.
We were, therefore, shifted from one province to ano-
ther. I had, to my credit, as many as six jails in suc-
cessions. This brought me in contact with most of the
leading political workers of the Central-Provinces.1 In the
final jail at Seoni, we spent most of our time in reading,
writing and discussions. I used to spend a quarter of an
hour after the midday meal every day chatting with
friends before resuming my regular work of the day.
Being one of the oldest inmates of Gandhiji's
Ashram, my conversation often turned to Gandhiji.
"Why do you not write out these little incidents
from Bapu's life?" demanded Thakur Lakshmansingh
Chauhan of Jubbulpore. "They throw a particular
light on Bapu's outlook on life which is often missed in a
regular biography or contemporary history."
"I am like Vyas Muni, the venerable sage of
antiquity!*' said I jokingly. "He had a whole epic
stored in his brains but could not bring it out for want
of an amanuensis. cThere is no one on earth,' said Vyas
wistfully, cwho can write down all I have to recount/
Lord Ganesh, the god of learning, ultimately consented
to give his services and even he took three continuous
years to complete the job."
1 Now, Madhya Pradesh.
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